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demned myself to grow like them, and partly in premonition of
failure, for my masochism remains and will remain, only moral.
Physically I can't do it: indeed I get in denial the gratification they
get in indulgence, I react against their example into an absten-
tion even more rigorous than of old. Everything bodily is now
hateful to me (and in my case hateful is the same as impossible).
In the sports lately (they vex us with set exercises) I was put down
to jump, and refused because it was an activity of the flesh. After-
wards to myself I wondered if that was the reason, or was I afraid
of failing ridiculously: so I went down alone and privily cleared
over twenty feet, and was sick of mind at having tried because I
was glad to find I still could jump. It's on a par with the music
for which I'm hungry. Henry Lamb is in Poole, and will play
wonderfully to me if I go over: and I won't go, though I'm so
starved for rhythm that even a soldier's stumbling through a
song on the piano makes my blood run smooth (I refuse to hear
it with my head).
This sort of thing must be madness, and sometimes I wonder
how far mad I am, and if a mad-house would not be my next (and
merciful) stage. Merciful compared with this place, which hurts
me, body and soul. It's terrible to hold myself voluntarily here:
and yet I want to stay here till it no longer hurts me: till the
burnt child no longer feels the fire. Do you think there have
been many lay monks of my persuasion? One used to think
that such frames of mind would have perished with the age of
religion: and yet here they rise up, purely secular. It's a lurid
flash into the Nitrian desert: seems almost to strip the sainthood
from Anthony. How about Teresa?
I consume the day (and myself) brooding, and making phrases
and reading and thinking again, galloping mentally down twenty
divergent roads at once, as apart and alone as in Barton Street
in my attic. I sleep less than ever, for the quietness of night
imposes thinking on me: I eat breakfast only, and refuse every
possible distraction and employment and exercise. When my
mood gets too hot and I find myself wandering beyond control
I pull out my motor-bike and hurl it top-speed through these
unfit roads for hour after hour. My nerves are jaded and gone
near dead, so that nothing less than hours of voluntary danger